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The telephone on the wide, leather topped desk purred softly and a slim, well- 
manicured hand lifted the receiver. It could have been the hand of a woman but, in 
fact, it belonged to lan Dacre, acting Headmaster of Nedley Hall School. 

‘Dacre speaking...’ 

“Ahh...| wanted to speak to Mr Chambers, the Head.’ It was a woman's voice; a 
cultured one, at that. 

“lam afraid. Mr Chambers left for a three-week holiday last week-end.’ 

‘| see.’ A pause. ‘And you are acting for him?’ 

‘That is correct. May | enquire who is speaking.’ 

‘My name is Millicent Vigor. My ward, Elizabeth is at your school. | believe she 
likes to use the name Lisa.’ 

‘Yes...| know Lisa. This is her last year. She is in the sixth.’ In his mind's eye, lan 
Dacre saw the pert face of the girl whose hair was usually worn in a single pony-tail 
tied with a navy-blue ribbon. She was one of a number who seemed to have grown up 
considerably in recent months. ‘The girl is doing quite well in her work.’ 

“That's as maybe, Mr Dacre. But | have just discovered she has been behaving 
disgracefully while she was on holiday.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that. What has she been doing?’. 

‘It is something | am not prepared to discuss on the telephone, Mr Dacre. 
Altogether too delicate for that. However, | shall be writing to you and enclosing a 
letter that came into my possession — quite by accident.’ 

‘Very well, Mrs Vigor...but what do you want me to do about it?’ 

‘| want the girl punished, Mr Dacre. And when | say punished, | mean in the old- 
fashioned sense. Someone at the school is to give her a good hiding. After all, you 
are 75% responsible for her upbringing and general behaviour.’ 

lan Dacre experienced a tingling all over his scalp. What a piece of luck — old 
Chambers being away. It looked as if something he had so often wished he could do 
was coming his way. 

‘Do | understand you correctly, Mrs Vigor? You want me — one of us here — to 
employ corporal punishment? This must be a serious matter.’ He tried to keep his 
voice steady. 

‘It is...and | do.’ 

lan Dacre coughed gently. ‘Er...Mrs Vigor, when you send your letter, | would 
ask you to make a statement regarding this matter. Giving us your full authority, that 
is.’ 

‘| shall do that, Mr Dacre. Good day to you.’ 

The phone clicked and the dialling tone returned. lan Dacre put back the 
receiver. His scalp was still tingling; and so, it seemed, were other parts of him as 
well. Well I'm damned, he said to himself, who would ever have believed it? In this 
day and age. A formal, almost official, request, that an 18-year-old girl get a ‘good 
hiding’! It was unheard of. 

But wasn’t there a risk? Bet old Chambers would have thought so. He’d have 
ducked round the situation in some way. Well, he wasn’t going to. 

Such opportunities probably came only once in a life time. 

Still, it might be best not to get too excited until he had seen this Mrs Vigor's 
letter. 


* 


It was the most marvellous school holiday I’d ever had. Admittedly, I’d had to spend 
it with boring old Aunt Millicent, but that isn’t the point. I’ve always had to do that since 
Mummy and Daddy passed away — so I’m used to it. She never thinks about taking me 
anywhere, especially not abroad. Her idea of a good time is trapesing round some ghastly 
Country Home or going to an Art Gallery. Yucck! 

No...it was Trevor, of course, who made it so marvellous. In fact, he made me into a 
woman. Yes, just coming up to 18, I became a woman. | can’t stop thinking about it and 
how thrilling it all was. A little frightening, of course...but then, the first time always 
must be, I suppose. 

He was very sweet, even if a bit over-excited. We’d been into heavy petting before, 
but nothing like this. This was the real thing. Oh my God, it felt fantastic. I keep on 
thinking about it still, even though it’s weeks away now. I'd felt it with my hand before, 
but I'd never felt it in me before. It blows your mind. You say things and do things you'd 
never believe. I love him. Well...I love him for what he did. And I can hardly wait for this 
damn term to end. 

Even as I sit here now, doing this bloody French translation, I keep on thinking about 
him. And about his being in me. About how terrific it felt. How big and powerful. Oh my 
God...until you've felt it you never truly know. Playing around is fun (a relief, anyway) 
but the real thing is something else. 

It’s absurd I should still be at school at 18. After all, I really am a grown-up woman 
now. 

Pll write him a letter tonight, telling him how much I adore him. How much I want 
him. He told me he was 24. Does he think of me as a schoolgirl — or a woman? I don’t 
think lll ask him that. Not yet. 


* 


The acting Head read Mrs Vigor's letter, then studied the letter which 
accompanied it. lt was, very obviously, sent to Lisa, from some virile young man who 


had had it away with the girl in the summer holidays. He was quite lyrical about the 
experience. Very frank, very explicit. He could hardly wait for the next school 
holiday. No wonder Lisa's ward, Mrs Vigor, had been shocked. She had been born in 
an era when pre-marital sex was definitely taboo and, when you were at last allowed 
it, you turned the light out. 

No doubt at all, from the eyidence in his hands, that Lisa was guilty. In the eyes 
of her Guardian, anyway. That was what counted. No doubt at all, also, of the 
instructions spelled out by that Guardian. She gave full permission for the girl to be 
punished in ‘an old-fashioned way’. She even added;- ‘in my view, | think she should 
be soundly caned. | was once at My Boarding School (for a far more trivial offence 
than this) and | know it set me on the right path into adult life. | want you, sir, to do 
the same for Elizabeth. My mind recoils from the thought that her indecent 
behaviour might make her pregnant. What ever should we do then? You understand 
my anxiety. Reform her now...just as soon as you can.’ 

Well, reflected lan, you couldn't have a clearer brief than that. A demand for 
corporal punishment from a Guardian. If he carried it out, how could he ever be 
blamed if the girl complained? To whom could she complain anyway? Mrs Vigors, he 
had found out, was a J:P. in her own County and could certainly bring pressure to 
bear on those similarly placed. If necessary. 

lan Dacre rubbed his slim, womanly hands together, feeling a glow of satisfaction. 
permeating him. Frankly, he said to himself, from that point onwards, he couldn't 
see how he could go wrong. 

‘He scribbled a note and called in his secretary. ‘Have this taken to Miss 
Marshall,’ he said. ‘Right away.’ i 

‘I'll take it myself, Sir.’ 


‘Please do...’ 
* 


A maths class. How I hate sums! And algebra. And geometry. In God's name what is 
the point ofthem? . 

Life should be active. Physical. Loving. Life should be a relationship between mn 
Life should be Trevor. 

Who the hell ever cared about the Square on the Hypotoneuse? Has anyone ever used 
such a piece of information? 

Of course not! 

There’s someone knocking on the door. That’s a diversion, anyway. Ah...it’s Gillie- 
brand, Nakers-Dacres secretary. She’s quite pretty; I wonder if he fancies her. I doubt it. 
Reckon he could well be queer. Those nasty little white hands of his. Uughh! j 

Archimedes (that’s what we call that cow Mrs Archer!) is reading the note that’s been 
handed to her. What’s going on?. 

“Lisa...you are to report to the Head’s study immediately.’ . 

Me? That's odd. What the hell’s going on? Perhaps Aunt Millicent has fallen off her 
perch. That would be a relief anyway! 

Still, it must be something quite serious, otherwise the class wouldn't have been 
interrupted. I feel quite excited in an odd way. Anything out of the usual routine is a 
bonus. 

“May I go then, Mrs Archer?” I ask, standing up. = 

‘You may, Lisa.’ Her features are as po-faced as ever. Who would ever become a 
school-mistress? Or a school-master, for that matter? 

* 

Yes, she has grown up a lot. Longer legs. That gym slip is far too short now. 
Delightfully so. Not much point in having a new one in your last year. Thank good- 
ness. Cheeky little face with a tip-tilt nose. She’s giving me a come-on smile, | 
reckon, as she moves towards my desk. Thinks she knows it all, already. Oh dear, oh 
dear! 

‘| had a note. Asking me to come to your study, sir.’ 

“That's right, Lisa.’ How sweet and innocent she looks — still with that piesa 
and navy-blue ribbon. ‘A rather serious matter, I’m afraid.’ 

‘Oh?’ She looks rather pleased. ‘Something to do with Aunt Millicent, is it?’ 

‘In a way.. 

“She's alright, isshe?” 

‘Perfectly alright.’ The girl looks a shade disappointed. lan got the impression 
she’s no fan of her Guardian. Well, fair enough. ‘It is to do with your behaviour. 
While you were on holiday.’ 

“My behaviour? | don't understand.’ lan realised at once she does understand. 
Are not her cheeks turning a delicious pink colour? Oh, my-my, this is going to turn 
out splendidly. 

“When you read this letter, Lisa, | think you will understand.’ lan tosses her 
lover’s missive across his desk and she grabs it almost frantically, gasping out as she 
does so. 

"A-ahh...oooh.. where did you get this? Oh...how could you?” 

‘Better ask your Guardian that.’ lan sees her reading the letter furiously, her 
cheeks changing from pink to scarlet. She keeps on gasping and crying out. 

“How did she find it...? Oh it’s beastly...so beastly! This is a private letter!’ 

‘No longer, Lisa,’ | say. ‘And what is more, Lisa, | have your Guardian’s full 


instructions to deal with this matter.” Then he pushed Mrs Vigor's letter across his 
desk. She snatches it up. 


Oh God, this is awful! How could it have happened? My whole world has crumbled. A 
few minutes ago I was so happy with my memories. Now this! I feel ashamed and dirty. 
It's all the worse | because I’m in front of him. He knows! Oh I could kill Aunt Millicent for 
this! 

That second letter, though. The one from her. It's even worse. In fact, its unbeliev- 
able. A good hiding? Is she mad? They can’t do anything like that to me. Pi m a woman 
now. He's going on again.. 

‘Your Guardian has directed that you be punished, Lisa. And I intend to carry out her 
instructions. I think, in view of your behaviour, they will be beneficial to you. 

Punished? What i is he on about? Is he serious? The whole thing is ridiculous. 

‘I have decided the best thing to do, Lisa, is to cane you’ 

Cane me! 

He must be round the bend! 

* 

She’s certainly looking rather stunned. Not surprising. This young lady had had it 

all her own way for too long. 
` ‘You can't cane me!’ she almost screams. 

“We'll see about that.’ He's trying to keep calm but it's not easy. “The instructions 
of your Guardian are that | do cane you,’ he finds himself saying. ‘What is more 一 
and even more important from your point of view — if you try and defy these 
instructions, she will expel you from her house.. 

‘| wouldn't mind that!’ . 

‘lan can't help smiling as he plays his trump aed. ‘But, on top of that, she will see 
that you are disinherited. Not difficult. She has already been in touch with lawyers.’ 

‘|...1...1...d-don’t believe it...’ 

‘You'd better, Lisa, because it’s the truth.’ 


* 

Disinherit me! I thought of all that lovely money in Trust from Grandpa. What I’d get 
when I was 21. It was going to take me round the world. Several times, if need be. There 
must be over a quarter of a million lying there. The idea of losing that is quite terrifying. 
I’ve been dreaming about all that loot coming to me for years. Could she do it? Knowing 
Aunt Millicent, I reckoned it is right up her street. 

‘If you would like confirmation, you may telephone your Guardian,’ he says. 

‘No!’ The word bursts out. I couldn't bear talking to her at that moment. Oh God, 
what am I going to do? A caning! It’s barbaric. It doesn’t happen these days. Not to girls 
like me, anyway. 

“Well then, Lisa, what is your answer going to be. Expulsion and disinheritance? Or a 
caning?” 

* o 

lan can see the struggle going on within her. Greed for money warring against 
fear of pain and the shame of it all. Her hands keep clenching and unclenching; she 
bites her lips furiously. 

‘A-alright then...’ she says at long last. ‘A...a caning then.’ 

‘| think you have made the right decision, Lisa,’ he says. ‘A brief discomfort is 
preferable to a penniless lifetime.’ He knows he sounds pompous and it is difficult to. 
check the excitement bubbling up within him. She's 18, he keeps saying to himself, ` 
and he’s going to cane her. Incredible, but true! 

His hand shakes a little as he opens the desk drawer and takes out the cane he 
has placed there. Then he moves round to the front of the desk. The slim, supple rod 

-sways flexibly up and ddwn as he moves. She gives a gasp and closes her eyes. 

‘O-oh...oh this is a-awful...' she says. Then she holds out her right hand, palm 
uppermost. 

| can't help smiling faintly. ‘You seem to bé under a misapprehension, Lisa.’ he 
says. ‘The caning you are to receive will be upon your bottom.’ - : 

“W-what! Are you out of your mind?’ Her eyes open wide. “It...it's indecent!’ 

“Maybe, maybe not. In any event, that form of punishment was specified by your 
Guardian So that is how it will be.’ lan is lying, of course. She gave no set 
instructions. Still, she had used the description ‘old-fashioned’ and to his mind that 
implied a bottom caning. 

“You can't! 1...l...won't let you!’ She is getting a shade hysterical. Not surprising 
really. 

“Very well, Lisa,’ he says as calmly as possible. ‘Then | shall have to 
communicate with your Guardian and put the other alternative into operation.’ He 
moves back behind his desk and picks up the telephone. 

“Stop!” It is almost a shriek. Then she sinks to the floor, bursting into tears and 
covering her face with her hands. 

j * 

What am I going to do? Oh can’t someone help me? This is too awful. A caning on the 
bottom — at my age! it’s unthinkable. But so is the alternative. Not a penny coming to 
me. : 
Oh what am I going to do? 


I hate her! I hate him too. If he were any gentleman he d let me off. Just pretend hed | 
done it. But he’s not a gentleman, he’s acreep. I bet he even wants to do it! 

Oh God, he’s dialling. I must stop him. I can’t lose that money. I’m up on my feet, 
feeling dizzy 

‘Alright...alright...I’ll let you...do it...’ 

‘Sensible of you, Lisa,’ he says as he replaces the receiver. ‘Now let’s have no more 
nonsense young lady. Let’s just get it over with.’ 

* 


lan thought for a moment that she wasn’t going to go through with it. But love of 
money is a most potent persuader. 

‘Must you? Must you?’ Her little hands are held out imploringly. ‘Can't | give 
you money...instead. Yes...if you let me off, | will...’ 

Cheeky little monkey! Trying to bribe me. Well, if she’d offered him something 
else, he might have considered it. Or would he? That's freely available these days 
whereas giving a caning is something exceedingly rare. 

“Don't be so insolent, girl!’ he snaps. ‘How dare you offer me money?’ he sounds 
truly indignant but he’s not really. ‘Now...you will bend across my desk and you will 
pull up your skirt.’ 

"What? How dare you?’ She's scarlet again. 

‘How dare | what?’ He flexes the cane. Oh that feels good in his hands! 

‘Suggest I...1...p-pull up my skirt...’ 

‘Because, Lisa,’ he says firmly, ‘you are to be caned on your bare bottom. 
Instructions again. It follows, therefore, that not only will you pull up your skirt but 
you will take your knickers down as well!’ 

She goes rather berserk at that. Running around the room and then pounding her 
fists on his desk. Using some surprisingly foul language for a girl of her age. He lets 
the frenzy pass, seating himself at his desk once more. No doubt this has all come as 
a great shock to her. 

‘It...it’s disgusting...v-vile...in-indecent! Oh you swine...you swine!’ 

‘You can take it or leave it, Lisa. l'Il give you two more minutes, Lisa. Just two. 
And | mean that. There will be no turning back.’ 

* 

Two minutes? I don’t need two minutes. I’ll] never do it. Not that. Not in front of him. 
The filthy beast! Oh how can Aunt Millicent have got me into this? 

It’s unbelievable. Unbearable. Oh what can I do? 

‘The two minutes are up, Lisa...’ 

My mind is one big scream. I seem to be boiling inside. I can’t do it. I can’t. It’s too 
horrible 

But I must. I must. 

Somehow I must make myself do it. 

In a few minutes it will all be over. And I'll keep my inheritance. 

The effort to move round to the front of his desk is terrible. My legs feel as if they are 
made of rubber. There is sickness at the back of my throat. My head is pounding. 

He’s standing up. He’s coming round; with that cane in his hand. It’s going to 
happen. It’s going to. 

Now! 

‘Bend over, Lisa,’ he says. 


* 


Yes, quite some struggle that. Still, greed finally won, I’m pleased to say. She 
bends reluctantly, palms on top of the desk. ‘Stretch your arms out fully,’ he orders, 
‘and grip the far side of the desk.’ Sobbing, she does so. lan sees her calves 
trembling. Obviously she is not going to pull up her skirt herself. He'll have to do it. 
Not exactly a chore! 

The blue gym slip is so short it has already ridden over halfway up her long, bare 
thighs. | lift it and tuck the lower hem into her waistband. A delightfully rounded 
bottom is revealed, scantily covered in a pair of pale blue briefs. 

Standard knickers in the school are blue serge, but sixth formers are allowed to 
make a choice of their own. He thoroughly approves of Lisa’s choice. Very pretty. 
However, even if they offer no protection, they must come down. 

‘Don’t...mmmfff...don’t...p-please...don’t...mmmff...mmmfff...’ 

My fingers are on the thin elastic and he tugs gently. Don’t want to tear them, do 
we? Or do we? In a sudden surge of what he can only term lustful excitement, he rips 
the flimsy item off her, baring a deliciously quivering, creamy-white bottom. That 
Trevor was indeed a lucky chap! Her thighs are clamped tight together and he gets 
the impression, at that moment, she is far more concerned about this ‘indecent’ 
exposure than the caning to come. However, when she feels the cane, things will 
change, I’m sure! 

‘For your wicked behaviour in the holidays, Lisa,’ he says, ‘I am giving you six 
strokes...’ 

‘Oh God no!’ 

‘And, for daring to try to bribe me, | am giving you two extra.’ 

1 ‘O-oh...no...that’s t-too...much...please...please...n-not...h-hard...’ 
۷ There's a point. How hard is he going to give them to her? Better not be too hard 


since she's utterly unfamiliar to pain of this kind. Still, there was no need to be too 


00 


over the desk, the cold leather against my belly. I just can't stop my bottom clenching 


and twisting away in dread. 
* 


Halfway. Only halfway! Not the same all over again, surely. I can’t bear it. It hurts so. 
Like a hot wire being laid over your skin. Who would have believed anything could have 
hurt so much? I'll have to give up. I just can’t stand anymore. 

‘Lisa...it would be silly not to go on now. After all you have suffered already. Am | not 
right?’ 

The filthy beast is right. But how can I make myself get back over that desk? When it 
hurts so? 

How? How? 

Then. sobbing and sobbing like some little kid — I find myself doing it. Sliding back 
over the cold leather, Twisting and flinching. Hating the whole world. 

I can’t bear it. But must. | must.! 


Mine is one of the three names. To report 
to the Head’s study. There are murmurs of 
sympathy. But what have I done wrong? 

The junior is first. You can't hear very 
well but it sounded like a spanking. Knickers 
down I presume. It usually is and she is quite 
a pretty little thing.. 

The sixth former deigns to speak. Out last 
night. Eight, bare and gated for the rest of 
term I think. Oddly she is next. It is normally 
in order of seniority. 

It takes a long time. Have to admit she is 
attractive so perhaps some help is given. 
with her undressing. Certainly with her 
knickers. Right off. And her skirt. Then the 
lecture. Over the chair. Or the desk. Or 
perhaps half in each position. Great one for 
position our Head. Especially as you get 
older. Used to the cane of course. Still rushes 
out. Hands clasped round her skirt. 

My turn. First surprise Head is sitting in 
front of desk. Next and in similar easy chair a 
very good looking young man. Third and no 
surprise at all a familiar object. A long thin 
cane is on the desk. 


What can I have done? 

Told not to look so worried. It is not 
always the cane. No? It has been up to now. 
Unless I deserved it? Chuckles from both. 
Not from me. I relax. Not a lot. 

It seems he is a-Dr~Graham. Has an 
orphan niece and thinking of sending her 


here. Poor thing-no»parents and this place. 
However I am to show him round. Beginning 


with the gym 

Lower sixth in middle of 
lesson. Only twelve of 
them. All in black 
leotards. Most very thin. 
The leotards that is. All 
well fitting shall I 

say. Realise for first time 
how revealing leotards 
are. Points and contours 
not left to the 
imagination. 

Dr Graham is delighted. 
Not least by our fair 
Rosalind. Or as she is 
more correctly 
addressed Miss R 
Rhodes. Our newP E 
teacher. Just out of 
college and only a little 
older than most of her 
present class. She is 
wearing incredibly tight 
black shorts and a 
skimpy white blouse. 
She has them running 
round like demented 
flies. Glad I am on the 
bench at the side. Even 
more pleased when she 
sends me for her slipper. 
Soon demonstrates her 
power with well aimed 
smacks on virtually bare 
flesh. Nothing formal at 
first. When they were 
least expecting it. Part 
way up the rope. In the 
middle of a head roll. 
Running on the spot. To 
get the legs higher. 

Still not satisfied she 
orders all to stop and two 
to bend over vaulting 
horse. Dr Graham and I 
have excellent view as 
leotards are pulled even 
higher. By Miss Rhodes. 
Then six on each 
prominently presented 
rear. Gym echoes to 
slaps and cries. 

Bell sounds. Think Dr 
Graham is sorry but 
Miss Rhodes comes 

' over. Plays the blonde 
bombshell and he soon 
recovers. Glad to 
escape. That slipper can 
be very painful and Miss 
Rhodes needs little 
provocation. 

She must know of visit 
because she says I am to 
go to Matron. It is not far 
to her room but time for 
Dr Graham to ask if I 
have been slippered by 
Miss Rhodes. Confess 
affirmatively and in 


response to further 
question agree it hurts. 
Very much in fact. She is 
not a first class squash 
player for nothing. 
Matron has engaged 
light on. I decide to 
knock. Am invited in 
when I disclose name 
and that of Dr Graham. 
Matron not alone. There 
is a girl on the scales. 
Karen Thorpe who is 
blushing furiously and 
hopelessly trying to 
cover her naked state. 
Without success. I 
presume itis 
examination we-each get 
once aterm. Karen is in 
my form. Is partly 
mollified by visitor being 
a doctor. Dresses quickly 
¡and exits still blushing. 
١١١ Weall follow. Dr 
aham is shown 
throoms anda 
mitory. Thena 
room. Ours. The two 
ens, Valerie’s and 
that is. Surely she is 
oing to do a clothes 
ection. She is. Mine. 


the torn skirt, or the 
panties with no name 
tape, or the coat with a 
loose button, 

Iam sent to Matron’s 
room for her hairbrush. 
Reluctantly comply and 
soon return with well 
known object. Large, 
heavy and with a shiny 
wooden back. 


of hairbrush. War 
comes heat. Excessj 
think. Matron goes 
| thenlrise han 
clutching scorching rea 
| Final words of warni 
and Ire-dress watché 
certainly with enjoyme 
by Dr Graha 
Matron departs with, 
hairbrush and bell; 
sounds. End of secon 
lesson. We are to retur 
to Head's study. D 
Graham very inquisitiv 
about how I feel o 
rather how my bottoni 
“feels. Despite lack 
encouragement persis 
١ in talking about 1 
spanki 
Almost glad tof 
Head. We are g 
coffee. Two first for 
_ join us. Each gets 
„each leg. Ski 
the strap 
tops q 


Bursting ou 
knickers. She took four 
stingers pretty well 
though. Perhaps all that 
fat helps 


Lastly one o 
prefects. Sadly I Iwas 
sent out. Never did 
discover what happened. 
Except it took ages. 
Then it was Dr Graham 

; who came out to resume 
; the tour. Labs he said. 
Surprisingly 


rested except for 
17 ‘domestic science 
We saw demons 
use of wooden spoon. On 
a big girl shall we say. 
Poor Wendy she is twice 
the size of teacher ٠ 

. but why the latter 

© insisted on Wendy 
bending over her knee I 
lo not know. Butthe 
ruggle to get her 

ickers down when she 
s in position was well 
rth seeing. I have 

er had theispoon. 

"t say I would want 
either. It was all most 
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Graham was still 
= laughing when we got to 
7 the classrooms. 

My form was just 
starting history and I 
was invited in..Dr 
Graham sat at the front. 
Mr Harvatt hands 
books. I open mine and 
reveal a seven. 
Thankfully I sit back. 
Three others not so 
lucky. They stand and 
remove skirts. Place 
them in desks and go to 
front of class. 

All wait anxiously. 
Pauline is sent bact to 
her desk. Knickers not 
tight enough. She 
removes them and 

' rejoins the others. They 


ore a 
including Pauline are 
sent back to their desks. 
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do not have to wear_ 
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knickers. How tightly we 
| ee 11 


fairly strict school. 
Disagree. Say it is like a 


strapped or spanked by 
Matron. Am encouraged 
to go on. Do so and then 
too late realise error. 

He requests look at 
my bottom. To see what 
effects are after a little 
time has passed since 
my spanking. I decline. 
Politely. He wondered 
what Head would think 
of my views on the 
school. 

He thought it would 
be easier with my skirt 
off. Then even with my 
knickers round my knees 
he said it was awkward. 
He would slip them off. 
And could I hold my 
blouse up. It was a good 
ten minutes before the 
bell rang. 

۸1 On the way back to 
the Head*s study he said 
he was not that sort of 
doctor. He had a Ph D. 
Something in business 
studies. 
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“Good ‚luck then;"Shona. Lam as you know 
expecting great things of the team, this year.’ 
Miss Cartwright rose'to hersfeet and Shona, 
Ashford got up as well. The coffe bn, the 
little tete-a-tete with the Hea as 8 N ently 
over. 

"~ Yes, Miss Cartwright, 5 hep 
will. 8 : 

The Headmistress raised: her Seb $ 
‘Hope, Shona?™l expeetymore than hope. Y 
expect results; and I imagine that Mr 8 چا‎ 
will ensurewe get them.’ 

‘Yes, MisseCartwright,’ said Shona, 
exiting, somewhat red in the face. At 18 she 

¿was a big.girl and a pretty one, short blonde | 
hair and. clean. attractive features, tall and 
sturdily*built with solid but shapely thighs and 
buttocks, not to mention big firm breasts. The 
sturdy .but shapely buttocks«seemed to be 
tingling slightly as she walked down the 
‘corridor. from the “Head’s office, Miss 
Cartwright’s words ringing in, her eats; ‘Mr 
Kirby will ensure we getthem...!. U 

The results that Miss Cartwright spoke of 
were those the school cricket team was 
expected to get this year and Shona Ashford, 
for her sins, was captain. She wasn’t really all 
that keen on cricket and also. not especially 
good at it, but back at the end of last year she 
had been appointed captain mainly on the 
basis of that large and athletic build. It: 
wouldn'thave mattered, the school had always 
had an awful cricket team (and ang awful 
hockey team as well) and,no one had bothered 
except Miss Cartwright and there wasn't much 
she could do because Miss Fleming, in char 
of those games, was quite. hopeless 
ineffectual. lt wouldn't have mattered except | 
that. + > | 
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practisi 
somethin 
knew 
thought 
shapely) 
away fre 
Yes, 
knew t 
quite fr 
hockey. 
‘tearfully 
receivi 
was no! 
¿member 
١ she'd be 
bottom. 0 Ri 
ilosophy apparently was to 
he team captain — as an 
the others and to ensure her 
_keenness and co-operation. As a result poor 
Penny had seemed to get it rathersfsequently. 
"When Penny had first told Shona she Had 
f simply not believed it. For answer Penny had 
lifted her skirt and slid down her knickers. 
Shona had blanched. There across the pale 
flesh of Penny’s good-sized rear were si 
| distinct bright red stripes. 


‘Holy Cow!’ she gasped. “Tell Miss 
Cartwright!’ 

Penny had laughed, a bitter little laugh 
with tears in her eyes. “Bloody Cartwright 
knows — and approves. She's so bloody keen 
for us to beat someone she'd probably let him 
kill me.’ 

Shona had then said, ‘What about your 
parents,’ but had been forced to agree with 
Penny that at 18 you هه‎ t go cr ying like a 
baby to your mother and f 
that you'd been caned. 
Cartwright OK'd it you had 

“You just wait till it’s crick 
Penny had said, and Shona 
Everyone knew that Miss Cart 
had played county cricket back in 1 
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few months earlier and Roger of course 
wanted to do it all the time, and when you were 
worrying about something having intercourse 
was a big relief. With the prospect of her 
meeting y with Mr Kirby, Shona had let 
Roger do it yesterday even though they'd also 
done it the day before as well. A longish 
session, going on for over an hour, and leaving 
Shona with a bit of a headache. So what with 
all that she knew she was in just awful shape, 
and if that hard Mr Kirby was ever to guess... 
The day passed like a dream. | hate cricket, 
she told herself, and | hate awful Mr Kirby as 
well. She thought ruefully of her mis-spent 
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iday; no proper exercise, just mooching 

ound, and those long sex sessions with 
Roger when her mother was out. Oh God. She 
was big and athletic-looking but running half a 
mile would probably kill her. Sex sapped your 
energy, Miss Mather in id said that, 
reinforcing Mr Kirby 
probably true. All too 
Everyone else going 
stragglers. Everyone 
presumably Mr Kirby. € 

She went to the 

her cricket gear 
wanted her. The 
skirt; the skimpy 
knee-socks and wi 
blazer back on 
mirror...At hi 
to turn and ru 
in his room, 
gym...also 
sick. But 5 
and goin 


1 at his 51 nis 
close-croppt | bent. He looked up, those 
hard grey „then got up it Kirby, 


بات 


NO M at all ٢ 


<irby wasn t to know 


all we? Let's have 


There was a burning pain in her lungs, her 
legs were two lead weights. Before long she 
simply ground to an exhausted halt, gasping 
for breath. 

Mr Kirby's curt, clipped tones said it was 
incredibly bad, he had never seen a girl less 
fit. His hand again smacked hard across 
Shona's trembling buttocks. ‘Kindly explain!’ 

‘|...1'm s...sorry, Sir,” gasped Shona, 
breathing heavily. ‘l...| meant to...do some 
running, Sir...But...’ 

‘What have we been doing then, miss?’ His 
hand came out and sharply smacked the front 
of one pinkly glowing thigh. ‘We have been 
doing something, | have no doubt. And can | 
guess? Is it excessive masturbation perhaps? 
Or is it letting some horny youth get up there 
at frequent intervals. Is that it? Let’s hear it, if 
you please.’ 

Shona didn't answer but went bright red in 
the face. Was he allowed to talk like this? But 
who was there to stop him? 

‘Masturbation, miss; is that it? Bringing 
yourself off all the time?’ 

Hot-faced, Shona shook her head. She 
didn't do that, or at least not very often, not 
like some girls. ‘So it’s the real thing then, eh 
Shona?’ His face had come very close. ‘Your 
boyfriend, is it? Letting him shag you. 
How often?’ 

Shona didn’t answer; she felt weak and sort 
of dizzy. Surely Mr Kirby shouldn't be allowed 
to ask such questions, but who could she 
complain to? Not Miss Cartwright...and not 
her mother either. Shona’s mother certainly 
didn't know she and Roger did it and if she did 
she would stop Shona seeing him. The hand 
gripping her thigh let go; then she gasped. 
Both of Mr Kirby’s hands had come up to her 
big breasts, squeezing them through the 
cricket shirt. 

‘How often, Shona?’ 

She heard herself gasp, | don't...oooh...!... 
three...three times...a week | suppose...’ 

The hands gave a final painful squeeze and 
let go. ‘With your shape you're in, my girl, | 
would have thought three times a day would be 
more like it. That will have to stop forthwith, 
Shona.’ 

She blinked her eyes, not looking at him. 
This was just impossible. ‘Did you hear me?’ 

‘Yes sir.’ But she couldn't just stop, Roger 
wouldn't let her. 

“We will say no sex whatsoever for the 
present. None. | will consider the situation 
again in, say, two weeks time. So you're to tell 
him it’s out, you're in strict training. Is that 
clear?’ 

‘Yes sir,’ she muttered. This was all quite 
impossible. Penny had said nothing about any 
of this. But maybe Penny didn't do it, though 
Shona knew she had a boyfriend. 

She gasped again as Mr Kirby's hands 
once more came out to squeeze her breasts. 
Penny also had said nothing about that. ‘If you 
get really desperate, Shona, we can allow a 
very occasional indulgence in DIY. 
Masturbation is not so sapping of a girl's 
energies and | am aware that all girls do it 
anyway. But no more than twice a week.’ 

Shona bit her -lip. Perhaps she was 
dreaming all this. In some sort of nightmare. 

He let go. ‘Right, miss. Well, that’s that; 
and now | think we need a little something to 
hopefully show you the error of your ways — 
for complete disregard of the instructions | 
gave at the end of last term. For the team 
captain, Shona, your behaviour has been quite 
unacceptable. Or as we would have said in my 
army days, a proper bloody disgrace.’ 

He paused, his grey eyes glinting. ‘So | 
shall now cane you, miss, and we will see if 


that will drive the message home. Slip down 
your knickers.’ 

Shona's heart was thumping. This part, of 
course, Penny had told her about but being 
told about it was one thing. To be here in the 
close confines of his room and have him telling 
you to take your knickers down was something 
else. The room, and Mr Kirby, started 
spinning around a bit. 

‘Take them down, miss.’ 
~ Her hands were somehow obeying. In the 
top of the tight white knickers and sliding them 
down off her womanly hips. ‘Right down to 
your knees,’ his brusque voice said. Her hands 
did it. She stood, trembling, at the side of his 
desk, wanting to cover herself with her hands 
but knowing that he'd ball her out if she did. 
The cricket shirt was short, reaching only 
inches below her waist. The knickers were 
bunched at her knees. In between...well, 
Shona was a big girl, a well-developed one. 
Full womanly flanks and heavyish thighs. In 
the centre a thick swatch of light brown hair on 
the full mound of her sex — which was where 
Mr Kirby’s eyes were rivetted. 

‘A girl can’t let her pussy rule her head, 
Shona. Certainly my team-captain can’t.’ 

Shona was staring intently at-the carpet in 
front of her white gym shoes. Trying to 
concentrate on it. 

‘So you keep that thing under firm control, 
is that understood?’ 

‘Yes sir,’ she mumbled. 

‘Good. Now get yourself over my desk.’ 

She turned, and bent herself down over it; 
over the side of his desk that he had cleared of 
papers etc. His hands positioning her, 
stretching her arms out to grip the other side, 
then placing her feet, parted as far as the 
lowered knickers would allow but not too far 
from the desk so that her bottom was well 
thrust up. His hands then at her bottom, 
positioning that; slapping and squeezing it... 
and then... 

Cheek against the polished surface, over 
her outstretched arm, Shona saw him go to the 
cupboard...and take out a cane...a slim, curvy, 
crook-handled bamboo...she closed her eyes. 
Her heart was thumping against the desk; she 
could feel her bottom flinching. She was 
sweating...she was going to faint...she had 
never had the cane... 

Crack!... 

Oh Jesus Christ! She heard her breath 
burst out in a gasping yell. It felt like she’d 
been cut in two. Cut in two transversely across 
the full meat of her bottom. Her striken rear 
went into a desperate jiggling dance. Great 
waves of pulsating pain shot through her. They 
were still pulsating through when there was a 
second Crack!... 

Spaced out, there was a third and a fourth; 
a fifth and a sixth. Each one punctuated by a 
wild howl; in between a sort of low moaning 
sound. 

When it was finished and he told her to get 
up Shona saw she had dribbled on his desk. 
Saliva. Or was it tears? No, there were tears 
and dribble. Her bottom was absolutely white 
hot, glowing with pain. It felt like raw meat. 
She clutched at the desk, her legs refusing to 
support her. 

Mr Kirby, coming back from putting his 
cane away, unfellingly slapped his hand on her 
glowing bottom, producing a further yelp of 
pain. ‘Get your knickers up, then,’ he 
brusquely told her. ‘And you can put your skirt 
back on. Then | want to talk about the rest of 
the team.’ > 

And incredibly, with her knickers and skirt 
back in place, Shona was expected to sit at the 
side of his desk and discuss the other team 


members as if nothing out of the ordinary had 
happened. Mr Kirby drawing up his list of 
players. ‘I’ve got julie Piercy and Sally 
Micheldene down as opening bats; how does 
that sound?” 

The names were just names...Shona heard 
without really being able to put faces to them. 
They weren't real; what was real was being 
bent over Mr Kirby's desk and the cane slicing 
into her bare bottom. Her poor bottom that she 
was now painfully sitting on. It still felt like a 
slab of raw meat. 

His finger prodded out, flipping her left 
nipple. ‘Shona, are you paying attention?’ 

_ She went home in a daze, and couldn't eat 
any tea. She saw Roger later. His parents were 
going out and as far as he was concerned that 
meant another marvellous opportunity to do it, 
an extended session on his lounge sofa. Shona 
said no, and also said that she would now have 
to cut it out quite a bit. She had to get in 
training. Naturally she couldn't actually say 
that Mr Kirby had forbidden it. 

Roger at first thought it was a joke, she 
couldn't be serious. Girls getting in training 
was a joke and girls playing cricket was an 
even bigger joke. When he saw she meant it, it 
wasn't a joke, he became unpleasant. Shona 
finished up crying...but she didn’t let him. 
Later, in bed, she was crying again. The whole 
thing was impossible — including the fact that 
she had been told to get up tomorrow morning 
and run two miles before breakfast. She cried 
and then she did something else — something 
that they said sapped a girl’s energy but not as 
much as actually doing it with a boy. But in the 
state Shona was in she couldn't help it, she 
just had to. 

Woken by the shrill cry of her alarm Shona 
groaned out of bed at the crack of dawn and in 
her track suit went running — or more 
accurately half jogging, half walking — 


something like two miles. It just about killed 
her and she was too exhausted to eat any 


breakfast. Fortunately she made some 
sandwiches which she ate at morning break — 
because there was a note from Mr Kirby 
saying he wanted to see them all before lunch: 
the whole team. 

They were told to change into their cricket 
gear and report to the pavilion. Quite a 
number of girls did not look very happy, 
knowing how the hockey team had been licked 
into shape. Mr Kirby produced a hard-eyed 
smile. 

"Welcome team. | hope | find you all fit and 
eager, as | requested; and | hope none of you 
have been undermining your fitness by 
engaging in sexual activity. | shall be 
questioning each of you privately about that; 
meanwhile we will see just how fit you all 
are. Eight times round the field, all of you, at a 
nice brisk pace.’ He clapped his hands... 

They all set off, most of them groaning 
when out of Mr Kirby’s earshot. Eight circuits 
was over two miles. Three or four girls clearly 
had got themselves in decent shape — and 
perhaps also had not been indulging in too 
much sex. The others were very soon in 
various degrees of desperation. Shona’s early 
morning run had naturally done nothing for 
her fitness yet — it had merely left her with 
stiff muscles which now were agonisingly 
painful. She thought she was going to collapse. 
She wanted to die. Somehow she finished — 
next to last. 

In the pavilion, with most girls still gasping 
and groaning, Mr Kirby told them, ‘Right; 
four girls in passable shape. The rest of you a 
bloody disgrace. So apart from those four you 
can all take your knickers down and we'll see 
how you like those bottoms warming up.” 


They stood looking at him; looks of shock 
and disbelief. Some girls had not known about 
the caning — or at least not believed it. But Mr 
Kirby now had a cane in his hand — and 
whipped it in across the calf of the girl nearest 
to him. ‘Jump to it, girls! Knickers off! And 
then we'll have you over this desk. The captain 
first of course; she is just about the worst 
offender.’ 

They were getting out of their knickers 
now, spurred on by that nasty swipe across 
Mandy Fulford’s leg. None of them, except of 
course Shona, had ever had the cane before 
and the prospect was pretty terrifying. Of the 
four fit ones three had been members of the 
hockey team; they had seen this before, which 
was why they’d got in shape. And so shortly, 
for the second time in less than 24 hours, 
Shona was bending over, offering up that 
ample bottom for Mr Kirby’s cane. This time 
there was a dozen or so extra watchers — but 
at least most of them would soon suffer the 
same fate. For some time the pavilion echoed 
to the sound of girls’ howls... 


* * * 


That second caning, though, had the effect 
of strenghtening Shona’s resolve regarding 
Roger. If she didn't get in shape it could well 
mean that dreadful cane every day; and so she 
just couldn't let Roger do her. She would have 
loved to let him, she really needed that 
marvellous relief it could give, but she couldn’t 
afford to. She had to get fit. Roger that 
evening got very nasty, but Shona couldn't 
help it. In the morning she went for another 
heart-straining run, and that afternoon there 
was their first practice session: batting, 
bowling, catching. Mr Kirby watching them all 
like a hawk, making notes in his little book. 

At the end of the session eight of them 
were told to report to Mr Kirby’s room after 
school. Eight unhappy girls being called in, 
one by one; and the first, naturally, was the 
captain. ‘Everything needs a great 
improvement, Shona, Knickers down, please 
and get over the desk.’ 

This sort of strict spartan training did work, 
though. After only a few days, from thinking 
you were going to die, you found instead that 
you were improving; you were fitter, you could 
run further, and faster. And your cricketing 
skills, which might have been almost non- 
existent before, also improved. What it also 
did, of course, was play hell with your love life. 
After one whole week of enforced abstinence 
Roger announced angrily that he didn’t want 
to see Shona any more. 

Amidst the tears she told herself that he 
didn't mean it — he couldn't. She had pleaded 
that it was only for this term, for the school 
cricket season. Roger had just started 
swearing, ‘Fuck the cricket season’ etc, and 
had stomped off. But she had no real choice. 
She was afraid that if she did it even once she 
would be right back where she started. That 
was what Mr Kirby had told her: Any 
indulgence in actual sex and all her hard-won 
fitness would be lost. ‘So | shall know at once, 


„Shona, if you do it,’ he had told her, his hand 


sliding round to squeeze one sturdy haunch. 

So, well, she could only hope he would 
eventually relent. At least a couple of other 
girls were in the same position regarding 
boyfriends: hoping. 

Another week and apart from boyfriend 
problems and the fact that they were still 
getting the cane at times, they were mostly 
feeling not too bad. A lot fitter and sharper. 
The second Saturday after the beginning of 
term was their first match. St Hilda’s. On 
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VELLOW-BANNED 


It was one of those days that you all too 
frequently get on holiday in England. The 
sky darkly overcast with every now and then 
squally rain showers, and a stiff wind 
blowing in from the sea producing angry 
white-caps in the bay and sending spray 
hissing up over the front. The little beach 
was naturally deserted, empty except for a 
few swirling seagulls and a couple of 
abandoned overturned deckchairs. The girls 
in their plastic raincoats and hats had had 
one quick look and then, struggling against 
the wind, retreated into the shelter on the 
front which was also deserted. At least until 
the man came in. 

It was the second day of their holiday at 
Banling Bay where this year Nicola’s parents 
had rented a house and taken Joanne along 
as well. It had been really great looking 
forward to it but their thoughts of course had 
been of blue sunny skies, lying on the beach 
getting super tans. Reality, at least so far, 
was awfully different. Yesterday was pretty 
horrible but not as bad as today. ‘It could go 
on for the whole bloody two weeks,’ said 
Joanne dolefully. That was just before the 
man came in. 

He said ‘God, what weather’ and took off 
his yellow oilskin. He was not that old, 
thirtyish, his face quite red, possibly from 
struggling against the wind. He sat down on 
the bench opposite them, shaking his cap 
and flapping his wet trousers. ‘Typical 
England, eh?’ he grinned. Then he asked if 
they were on holiday. 

“Yes,” said Joanne, flushing slightly as 
she saw the direction of his eyes. They had 
both taken off their plastic macs, under 
which were tee-shirts and white slacks and 
the man was looking very obviously at 
Joanne’s boobs. She had quite big ones, 
certainly big for 17, and she wasn’t wearing a 
bra. You could clearly see her nipples 
pushing out the quite tight pink tee-shirt, so 
it wasn’t really surprising that he was 
looking at them. Joanne wasn’t normally in 
the habit of going without a bra, it was just 
that being on holiday she had felt more 


daring and decided to do it; and so she _ 


couldn’t help flushing. On the other hand she 
would look silly putting her arms over them 
and trying to cover them up, so there wasn’t 
much choice other than sitting there and 
letting him look. 

He kept looking as he started chatting — 
about the awful weather and about Banling 
Bay. He seemed to be a local. He was looking 
at them both — at Nicola who was taller and 
blonder and probably prettier, and at Joanne 
who was medium height and sort of medium 
blonde and pretty as well (though most 
people said not as pretty as Nicola) and who 
also had those big boobs without a bra. He 
was looking at them both with some interest 
but it was mainly Joanne’s big boobs with 
their clearly defined nipples that his eyes 


were interested in. Nicola’s boobs were nice 
but not as big and she also had a bra on. 
Joanne was not exactly enjoying the scrutiny 
but it was her own fault, if she hadn’t wanted 
them looked at she should have worn a bra, 
because you knew what men were. 

He was chatting on, quite friendly but 
also doing all this looking, and then he 
suddenly said it. ‘How’d you girls like to earn 
some pocket money?’ 

With the way he’d been looking, and it 
had been obvious to Nicola as well, that 
brought them up sharp. Well, there were 
always men ready to suggest a pretty 17 year 
old girl could earn some pocket money, that 
was what people, like your mother, 
frequently told you, and they also told you to 
keep right away from such men. 

‘Oh, what?’ asked Nicola suspiciously. 
He laughed and said, ‘Nothing at all really. 
Wear a Traffic Warden’s uniform and go and 
see this chap.’ 

For a moment they both thought they 
were hearing things — dreaming or going 
round the bend or something. To be sitting in 
this shelter on the deserted rain-swept front 
and have this stranger suggest you go and 
see someone wearing a Traffic Warden’s 
uniform... But he had said it. He repeated it. 
‘Good money,’ he added. 

‘It’s not one of those funnygrams, is it?’ 
asked Joanne and the man said, ‘well in a 
way, I suppose, yes.’ Then Nicola who was 
maybe a bit sharper asked, ‘what’s this man 
going to do?’ 

That clearly was the crux. The man 
opposite produced a sort of apologetic grin. 
‘Well, he’s got this thing about Traffic 
Wardens. He doesn’t like them. So...well 
what 1611 want to do is smack your bottoms.’ 
Seeing the girls’ looks he quickly added, ‘But 
he’ll pay; real good. And a smacked bottom 
isn’t anything, is it?’ 

Nicola said firmly ‘No way’, but then 
Joanne asked how much. He said, ‘Ten each 
perhaps.’ Then he made it clear he was 
talking about pounds and that was a lot of 
money — 10 weeks pocket money in fact. 

Joanne looked at Nicola. It was evident 
she at least was tempted. ‘Come on,’ he 
urged, his eyes again on Joanne’s tits. ‘It’d 
be a laugh. And what else have you got to do. 
This weather’! be like this all week.’ 

It was true there didn’t seem to be much 
to do in Banling Bay when it was raining 
except mooch around, like they had done this 
morning. Nicola didn’t want to do it, even for 
£10, but Joanne felt very tempted. Then the 
man said he thought he might be able to get 
them £15 and at that, with Joanne now really 
keen and the man also persuasive, Nicola 
reluctantly agreed. He quickly took out his 
wallet and gave them a £5 note each and said 
they’d get the rest when they’d completed 
the assignments. 


Then he took out a little book and made 


them each sign a statement which said: 
Received from Mr Sid Billings the sum of £5 
as part payment for modelling assignment. 
He also made them put down their names 
and addresses. He said they were now under 
legal contract like any other model and 
couldn't back out — not that he thought they 
would want to. It was a bit scary but also very 
exciting seeing ‘modelling assignment’ 
against their names. 

He had already told them it was a man 
who lived just outside Banling Bay, well-off 
but eccentric, according to this Mr Billings. 
He would want them separately, tomorrow 
afternoon and the next. Mr Billings would 
drive them out and also of course supply the 
uniforms. He would meet them at the 
shelter. 

It was all a bit breath-taking — the fact 
that they’d agreed to it and also having those 
£5 notes already. Nicola, at least, had been 
rather bulldozed into it. 

What...what about the spanking?’ she 
asked. “What...you know...actually 
happens?” Mr Billings gave a grin. “You'll 
find that out, won't you!” 

Well, there was spanking and spanking. 
There was spanking over your skirt and there 
was also...Nicola bit her lip. 

Mr Billings got up. Outside it had at least 
stopped raining for the moment and he said 
he would make a dash for it. The girls 
decided they’d go too. Mr Billings obligingly 
helped them into their raincoats. He said he 
thought it could be Joanne first, tomorrow 
that was. At three sharp. When he helped 
Joanne into her coat he quite deliberately 
had a feel of one boob, his hand right on it 
with a quick squeeze through the thin tee- 
shirt. Nicola didn’t see because they were 
turning the other way. 

They went in a cafe and had coffee 
Joanne didn’t say anything about Mr 
Billings’s hand on her right boob but his 
doing that made her feel not so happy either. 
There was also the fact that she had to go 
first. She put a brave face on it. 

‘It'll just be a laugh I expect — like those 
funnygrams you can get. And isn’t it 
exciting, being models ‘cos that's 
officially what we are.” 

Nicola said a dubious “Yes.” They were 
both in fact thinking the same thing: What if 
this man didn’t just want to spank you over 
your skirt. That thought was pretty sick- 
making. They both decided not to mention it. 
They did agree, though, not to tell Nicola’s 
parents anything. Outside it was still squally 
but they decided to go for a walk anyway. 


* * * * * 


The next day was quite a bit better, not 
raining, the wind much less and even brief 
periods with the sun shining. That was 
typical of course because they were both too 
nervous to enjoy it, Joanne especially. They 
couldn’t really settle to do anything in the 
morning and the afternoon was naturally 
even worse. They told Nicola’s parents that 
they would be going for a walk but they just 
hung about the front and in the amusement 
arcade. A man there wanted to buy them an 
ice cream but he got a rather angry ‘No 


thanks!’ from Nicola. 

Three o’clock approached all too rapidly. 
In spite of her enthusiasm yesterday Joanne 
would have been happy to give the £5 back, 
but had made the point that they were under 
contract. ‘Pll see you later then,’ she said 
bravely, and walked over to the shelter. Like 
Nicola, Joanne was in slacks and tee-shirt 
again, but not surprisingly she had a bra on 
today. 

He was there right on time and took her 
to his car. The uniform was at his house, he 
said, then they would drive over to Mr Smith. . 
Almost as soon as they were off he slid his 
hand down onto Joanne’s thigh. ‘Please 
don't,’ she said, taking it off. He laughed 
and said she was a model and models didn’t 
mind a little thing like that. 

A few minutes later the hand came back. 
Joanne took it off again...and then had to 
again. But he was very persistent and after a 
bit Joanne gave up. At least they were soon 
at his place. He got out and went quickly 
round to open the door for Joanne...and 
helped himself to a deliberate feel of the 
tight seat of her slacks. 

“Look stop it!’ she hissed, but he just 
gave one of his grating laughs. “You're going 
to have it smacked remember; so a little feel 
won't hurt. And remember you've got £10 
more coming - ifyou’re a good girl.’ 

They were in a suburban street of oldish 
semi's, a lot with B £ B signs. At the front 
door he got Joanne in front of him as he got 
out the key. ‘So we're going to be good and 
co-operative, aren't we, young 5 
Kingley?’ Joanne cringed as his hand again 
slid over the seat of her slacks. It was clearly 
going to be quite awful. 

They went along a corridor, Joanne 
fending off hands, and into a lounge. On a 
sofa was a Traffic Warden’s uniform. ‘OK; 
get changed,’ he said. ‘It’s the real thing, a 
real live London Warden’s uniform. Belongs 
to a girl I know and she’s about your size. 
Might not have quite as big tits, though.’ 

Colouring, Joanne said, ‘where can I 
change?’ and he answered, ‘right here,’ and 
sat down in an armchair. 

‘Look...’ said Joanne weakly. 

‘You look,’ said Mr Billings. ‘Get 
changed and stop mucking about. You 
signed the agreement, now stop acting like a 
silly schoolgirl. Come on — or d’you want me 
to help?’ y 

Joanne looked at the uniform and then at 
Mr Billings. She felt sick but he was 
obviously not planning to leave, so what 
could she do? Suddenly the room seemed 
small and stifling. Her hands went to the belt 
of her slacks. Trying not to think, she slid 
them off her fullish hips...and on down. 
Stepping out of her shoes and then sliding 
the slacks off. Mr Billings’s eyes like gimlets 
boring into her legs and thighs, and the brief 
white knickers clinging to the ripe cheeks of 
her bottom. 

‘The knickers as well,’ he instructed. 
‘There are some black ones and a black 
suspender belt and nylons. That’s what our 
friend like to see on a girl.’ 

‘Look...’ she said despairingly again. He 
gave his little laugh. Mr Billings was red in 
the face, redder even than yesterday when 


he’d come in from struggling against the 
wind. ‘Come on,’ he told her. ‘Models don’t 
mind showing their bare bums — or anything 
else.’ 

Joanne turned her back, though aware 
this would only present her rear to him. She 
skimmed her knickers down and then made a 
quick grab for the black ones. There was 
hardly anything of them: a skimpy strip of 
black nylon that didn’t really cover anything. 
“Now get that tee-shirt off,’ he told her. ‘And 
the bra.’ 

Joanne turned over the pile of clothes. 
There were nylons and the suspender belt, a 
white blouse... There was no bra. 

‘No,’ said Mr Billings, ‘there’s not a bra. 
You don’t need one and our Mr Smith would 
much rather have you without. You didn’t 
have one on yesterday, remember; that pair 
of beauties were really on show.’ 

Joanne could feel herself sweating. “Look 
I’d really rather not go through with this.’ 

The grating laugh again. ‘You’re joking! I 
could sue you for thousands of pounds for 
breach of contract. What would your parents 
say to that? Do they know you’re doing this?’ 

Feeling tearful Joanne shook her head. 

“Well then you just be sensible and they 
won’t be getting any the wiser. And don’t 
forget that other tenner that’s coming. So 
come on and get those things off. Let’s see 
what you’ve got.’ 

What Joanne had got was shortly 
revealed as with no option she took her tee- 
shirt off over her head and then forced 
herself to unfasten her bra. They were big 
and also big-nippled, the nipples at present 
sticking firmly out. Mr Billings was all at 
once on his feet, at close quarters and 
offering assistance. Joanne covered her arms 
over them but he wasn’t having that. Models 
didn’t do that. She couldn’t prevent him 
getting his hands on them. Greedily insistent 
hands which grabbed and squeezed and 
tweaked as Joanne desperately struggled to 
get the white blouse on. 

‘Very nice,’ Mr Billings told her, 
breathing hard. She had finally got it all on. 
The blouse over her unbrassiered breasts; 
the skirt and tie and jacket; underneath those 
almost non-existent knickers and the 
suspender belt fastening the nylons. Mr 
Billings’s ‘very nice’ could either mean 
Joanne in the uniform or what he had been 
doing as she struggled to get it on. Mr 
Billings had been quite diabolical, his hands 
everywhere, grabbing everything. Joanne 
blinked away threatening tears. He placed 
the cap firmly on her blonde head. ‘Very 
nice,’ he said again. 

Shortly, after more grabbings, they were 
in the car again. The sun was now shining 
and out in the country everything was 
sparkling and green. Joanne, in the Traffic 
Warden’s uniform, thought fleetingly of the 
beach; but mostly she thought, 
shudderingly, of what had just happened and 
what was going to happen. They eventually 
came to some big gates and turned in, up a 
longish driveway to a large 1930’s house. 

“Mr Smith is quite a nice old gent,’ Mr 
Billings said. They were standing waiting for 
the door to open. If that were true he would 
have to be very different from Mr Billings 
who even now had got his hand up the back 


of Joanne’s skirt, grabbing at her bare upper 
thighs, her half bare bottom... The door 
eventually opened. A silver-haired 
gentleman, with blue eyes. 

‘Ah, Sidney.’ The eyes were going over 
Joanne. ‘Yes, very nice indeed. Two hours 


shall we say?’ Mr Billings extricated his 


hand from the back of Joanne’s skirt and said 
yes, he would be back for her in two hours. 
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He took her into a plush drawing room 
with a window looking out on the sea. Joanne 
thought again of the beach... Mr Smith was 
looking her up and down. His appearance 
was ordinary, but the way he looked at her 
with those blue eyes...Was he a nutter of 
some sort? 

“Yes, very nice,” he said in his smooth 
upper-class accent. 'A very pretty Traffic 
Warden. But I am afraid, as you may have 
been told, that I have rather a thing about 
Traffic Wardens. I regard them as a 
diabolical breed, quite beyond the pale. And 
so when I get my hands on one have to deal 
with her most severely. Most severely.’ 

He smiled a charming smile at her. 
Joanne, standing in front of him, decided he 
was a nutter. Mr Billings had been awful but 
not a nutter, just a Very Dirty Old Man. 
Whereas this Mr Smith... 

He was still smiling, in a nutty sort of 
way. ‘Yes, most severely. First we can have 
some tea of course. But then I will have to 
deal with you, pretty though you are. A 
severe spanking...and then the cane.’ 

Joanne’s heart thudded. Mr Billings had 
said nothing about a cane! 

He rang a bell and a maid brought in tea. 
Super looking cakes and buns that in other 
circumstances would have made Joanne’s 
eyes light up. Now they simply made her feel 
sick. The cane! ‘Let’s have that jacket off,’ 
Mr Smith said, ‘and then we’ll have tea.’ 
Wan-faced, Joanne unbuttoned her jacket. 
Could he have said that? 

He took the coat from her and put it on a 
chair and then — well, he might be a nutter 
but he was also a Dirty Old Man because his 
hands came round from behind and cupped 
Joanne’s unbrassiered boobs through the 
thin white blouse. Her big boobs that Mr 
Billings had been so interested in. ‘Very 
lovely,’ observed Mr Smith. 

‘Eat up,’ he was a little later urging. 
‘Cream cakes: isn’t that what pretty Traffic 
Wardens like?’ They were sitting on the sofa, 
the cakes and tea in front of them on a coffee 
table. Joanne managed half a cream bun and 
a few mouthfuls of tea. 

‘No more?’ queried her host. ‘Well, well, 
well.’ 

The maid came in and cleared away. Mr 
Smith’s eyes now had an extra gleam to 
them. ‘Now then; down to business. A 
smacked bottom I think for a start. You know 
whenever I see a Traffic Warden I feel an 
uncontrollable urge to smack her bottom. 
Yes. Come on then.’ 

He clearly was a nutter and what if he did 
something really nutty like murder her? For 
starters though it was a spanking. Over his 
lap with the Traffic Warden’s black skirt 
yanked up over her back. Joanne’s 
substantial thighs and bottom enticingly 
displayed in the nylons, the black suspender 
belt, those so-brief, web-like black nylon 
pants. Brief and web-like or not he jerked 
them down...to grope her bare bum...and 
then to start whacking his open palm down. 

It was awful, diabolical, worse even than 
the diabolical attentions of Mr Billings. And 
when it was over it wasn’t over because there 
was a cane. A slim, yellow, curving, whippy 
bamboo that made you sick just to look at it 


and even made you forget the awful spanking 
you had just had. He made her kneel on a 
pouffe and put her head and hands down on 
the carpet. That position when you thought 
about it was enough to make you feel sick all 
over again. But when the cane sliced in you 
forgot about the dreadful position. There was 
only that mind-blasting pain... 


* * * * * 


‘Tell me again,’ said Nicola in a quiet, 
scared voice. 

They were in bed, both together in 
Nicola’s bed and Nicola had heard it all 
before, during the evening, all the dreadful 
details, but she felt an awful compulsion to 
hear bits again. 

‘Nicola, you’ve heard it already, more 
than once,’ Joanne told her, adding, rather 
cruelly. ‘Anyway you'll find out for yourself 
soon enough.’ ` 

Saying that she felt a shiver of 
excitement. 

Lying here in bed with Nicola, of course, 
it wasn’t nearly so devastating as when it had 
all happened and Joanne did now have those 
other crisp £5 notes. It had been distinctly 
diabolical but, well, perhaps models did have 
to put up with that sort of thing. 

‘Tve told you it all,’ Joanne said again. 
But of course she hadn’t, not quite. 

She had told about Mr Billings and his 
awful Dirty-Old-Man grabby hands and 
having to put that uniform on in front of him; 
and Mr Smith who clearly was a nutter 
although perhaps not a murderous one but 
who smacked your bare bum hard enough to 
make your eyes water even if you weren’t 
actually crying. And yes, she had also told 
about the truly diabolical cane that Mr 
Billings hadn’t mentioned. Joanne had told 
all that and now it was over it had been very 
exciting telling it — and knowing that poor 
Nicola was going to get all that as well. 
Joanne had told it all except that last bit, 
when they got back to Mr Billings’s house. 

Joanne hadn’t wanted to of course but he 
had made her. Well virtually. He said. ‘Don’t 
be silly, all models do it; it’s really part of the 
contract. And don’t tell me you haven’t done 
it before.’ Joanne had done it before, but 
only a couple of times with a boy she had 
been really keen on earlier in the year; so 
that certainly didn’t mean she wanted to do it 
with Mr Billings. But he had kept on...and on 
and said he would of course use something 
and also he would give her another £5. And 
SO... 

Mr Billings had done it on his sofa. 
Joanne in the Traffic Warden's blouse and 
the suspender belt and nylons and that was 
all. It had been all right, not too bad... 

‘T’ve told you it all, Nicola,’ she said once 
more, feeling that hot shiver of excitement. 
She rolled over on top of Nicola, their bodies 
face to face. She thought of Nicola with Mr 
Billings tomorrow afternoon. Mr Billings 
would be very persuasive like he had been 
with her: Would he make Nicola? That 
thought made her feel very sexy. Giggling, 
she gave Nicola a very sexy kiss, thrusting 
her tongue right in. 

Nicola, she knew, hadn’t ever done it yet. 
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BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
loses her knickers. 
A headmaster's 
secretary loses 
rather more. 
More Reich Girls. 
Schoolroom Caning. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
TWELVE 


Stable girl's 
spanking, 
Caned in the Saddle, 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


A Collectors' Edition 
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BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 


domestic service. 


UNIFORM GIRLS 
FIVE 


Convent discipline, 
Two nurse, 
twelve strokes. 
Majorrett sticks it 
out. 


£5 


WHISPERS 
ONE 


Humiliation dress. 
Held hostage. 
Cornfield Encounter. 


BLUSHES © 


SUPPLEMENT BLUSHES 


SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SIX 


Bedroom Spanking, 
Schoolroom Caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’. 


E5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FIVE 


١ 1 A fresh air Spanking, 


Bathtime humiliation 
Bedroom Caning 


£5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SEVEN 


Classroom strapping, 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane 


A Sixth Form Spanking 


£5 
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